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The Praise of Bacchus then the sweet Musician sung.
Of Bacchus ever Fair, and ever Young :
The jolly God in Triumph comes ;
Sound the Trumpets ;  beat the Drums ;
Flushed with a purple Grace
He shows his honest Face ;
Now give the Hautboys breath ; He comes. He comes.
Bacchus ever Fair and Young
Drinking Joys did first ordain ;
Bacchus Blessings are a Treasure ;
Drinking is the Soldier's Pleasure ;
Rich the Treasure,
Sweet the Pleasure;
Sweet is Pleasure after Pain.
CHORUS
Bacchus Blessings are a Treasure ;
Drinking is the Soldier's Pleasure ;
Rich the Treasure.,
Sweet the Pleasure ;
Sweet is Pleasure after Pain.
IV
Sooth'd with the Sound the King grew vain;
Fought all his Battails o'er again ;
And thrice He routed all his Foes5 and thrice he slew
the slain.
The Master saw the Madness rise,
His glowing Cheeks, his ardent Eyes;